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Aspirations may pass and may seem 
Idle dreams and desires when the mild 

Voice is still and the mother shall dream 
These dreams of the child. 
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EXCURSIONS. 



BXCURSIONS. 



PRIKNDS. 

We know we know each other, and the heart 

Of the world we have found good: while at the door 
Of the Tavern here of Life, where we must part, 
Shake hands with me once more. 
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AMERICANS. 
I. 

We have read in the eyes of the morrow 

The warning of the mirth 
That is bom of Pride, and the sorrow 

Of the nations of the earth 
That have built (as the mighty children 

Of Peace may understand) 
With a sharp and bloody trowel 

On the sand. 
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AMERICANS. 
II. 

The tramp of the unborn 

Approaches under skies 
Gone wild with the trumpets singing 

In peril; and we rise 
And we watch and we wait and we glory, 

As the hound stars whirl and flee, 
For the blaze of our thousand cities 

Prom the mountains to the sea. 
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EXCURSIONS. 



WAR. 



Charge after thandering charge the army sweeps 
On down to victory beneath the rain 

Of storming cannon, and a nation leaps 
To glory with the curses of the slain. 
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CAMARADBRIB. 



CAMARADBRIB. 



I. 

Whoever or wherever you may be 

The while you turn these leaves here in your hand 
As one more comrade you will think of me 

In this far Western land. 
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CAMARADBRIfi 



II. 

Just grown discouraged do you dwell apart 
Misunderstood while all life seems divine 

No longer in the world in your own heart, 
Where sun nor moon may shine? 
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CAMARADERIES 



III. 

We are no more than comrades of a day 
Carousing in some vast and starry room 
Among enormous multitudes with whom 

We dwell a little while and go our way. 
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CAMARADERIES. 



IV. 

The shouting thousands fill the avenues 
With all the splendor of the carnival. 

Among the masses someone seems to muse 
Upon the way his fellows see it all. 






CAMARADERIES. 



V. 

As comrades side by side, that stand 
In friendly fellowship and gaze 

Across the years, I take your hand 
And think, with you, of other days. 
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CAMARADERIES. 



VI. 
Another impulse and a more 

Enduring tolerance than ours, 
Is in the laughter of the leaves. 

The calm and patience of the flowers. 
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EXCURSIONS. 



COMPENSATIONS. 

Gladly I live, and gladly did I weave 
And gather all these dreams for nothing more 

Than for my friends who came to me. They leave- 
And I have prest each hand and shnt the door. 
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EXCURSIONS. 



NIGHT AND DAY. 



The ghostly avenues of mortal fears 

Are shadows cast by hopes. Among the spheres 

A thousand shadows wax and wane away 

In the clear vastness of eternal day. 
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EXCURSIONS. 



DOUBT. 

I. 

So weary and so sure to tire 
When all so lagging in desire, 
Without an aim or road to wend: 
Is this the end, is this the endl 



26 



EXCURSIONS. 



DOUBT. 

II. 

Deplore 
All life as but a dream — ^but when the roar 
Of the cannon thunders out, 
There is no doubt. 
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THE HOSPITAI.. 



TO DOCTOR J. B. 



THB HOSPITAL. 



THE HOSPITAL. 

A curdling moan of anguish meets us here, 
With iron hands of Pain that grip and press 

Down on the soul. Death smiles and counts the 
clear, 
Cold stars in all their quivering loveliness. 
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THE HOSPITAL. 



OMBN. 

The pouring darkness seems to close around 
Another ^orld forever. Someone calls 

Across a moonless ocean, and the sound 
Is dying far away along the halls. 
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THE HOSPITAL 



CHLOROFORM. 

A mother watches them with brimming eyes 
Made clear by love, as only such a soul 
On earth may understand. Mysterious 
Whispers echo about the air and dwell 
And die away in calm. The surgeon waits 
With quiet confidence. Already cuts 
The cold, steel menace of the glittering blades, 
While numbing, gnawing, slowly, harmlessly, 
The anaesthetic eats along the brain. 
O cool, delicious languidness — such as 
The leaves must feel beneath the early rain 
Of April — and the gasping spirit falls 
Into the yawning night of chloroform. 



81 



THE HOSPITAL. 



TRANSFIGURATION. 

The dizzy brain begins to reel and swim 
Up from oblivion; a second birth 

Among the living magnifies the dim 
Magnificence and glory of the earth. 
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THB HOSPITAL 



CRISIS. 

The surgeon tells me death is very near; 

The feeble pulse still flutters with the same 
Dim human fire— while one may almost hear 

The Moving Finger searching for the name. 



88 



THE HOSPITAL. 



CONVAI.ESCENCB. 

Once more the smell of earth and rich, warm wood 

With rain and air and sunshine, as of yore, 
Wayfaring in the hand of God, where all is good, 

Once more. 
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EXCURSIONS. 



THE MASTER SINGER. 

The world's hand in his own, yet all apart 
From worldly multitudes his footsteps rove. 

He gazes long and sanely in his heart, 
And writes God's secret in the Book of Love. 
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EXCURSIONS. 



IDBAL. 

The Master, with becoming grace, 
Acknowledges the sun and sod 

As starry fellows and may gaze 
On mortals with the eyes of God. 
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ADMONITION. 

O Soul, while we endure and dimb 
The perilons precipice of Time 
Above volnptnons ease, be strong 
In weaving life before its song! 



EXCURSIONS. 



THB PBAKS. 

We climb nor know what we rose 
From here, nor share the same 

Gr^at name with gods and heroes 
Who will not stoop to fame. 
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CHARACTERS. 



I. 



The warmtli and genial largess of the snn 
Was in his eyes that day we saw him lend 

A timely word in such a way that one 
Might well be proud to call the man a friend. 
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CHARACTERS. 



II. 

Always so much at home, he loiters through 
The Halls of Life nor ever seems to tire. 

Had he the moulding of the world anew, 
He would not mould it nearer his desire. 
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CHARACTERS. 



III. 

An urging voice aspiring so to teach 

With tolerance and patience. One might stand 
Down in a crowded world and wish to reach 

Across the years for such a vanished hand. 
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CHARACTBRS. 



IV. 

Amazed and dumb with almost human awe the 
whole 

Applauding host of Hell draws near to see 
The way one strong, indomitable soul 

May war with Destiny. 
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CHARACTERS. 



V. 

A paladin of mediaeval birth, 

Who may have lived and whetted swords with 
Fate 
In many a tournament, has come on earth 

Some hundred years too late. 
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CHARACTERS. 



VI. 

Assuming womanhood, her mirror shows 
All womanhood. Obeying her desire, 

The fanning wind of Passion sometimes blows 
Away her soul and sets her blood on fire. 
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EXCURSIONS. 



ADRIFT. 

/ dimly guess what Time in mists confounds^ 
Yet ever and anon a trumpet sounds 
From the hid battlements of Eternity. 

— Francis Thompson 

A Siren music, bidding all rejoice 

In this dear home and haven, summons me 

On unknown shores as when a spirit voice 
In dreams is calling on a spirit sea. 
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BXCURSIONS. 



THB H0U8B OP UPB. 

Arriving and departing we explore 

Our rooms and sometimes seem so much at home 
In them. We know but on the word of some 

One else, and we are sure of nothing more. 
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EXCURSIONS. 



BNNUI. 

The sun and moon and stars may rise until 
On mortal hearing and on mortal sight 

The ages pall as ever follows still 
Another morning and another night. 
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EXCURSIONS. 



AUGURY. 

The time is due nor may be long 
In coming with the clear, 

Full volume of a brave, new song 
The birds will hush to hear. 
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CONTEMPORARIES. 



CONTEMPORARIES. 



I. 

The strong man greater than his work proclaims 
Hint as a Soul the world will not forget. 

Among the bearers of immortal names, 
I know him well but we have never met. 
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CONTEMPORARIES. 



II. 

The world applauds him out of many lands 

With ghostly shouts, with cheers, with clapping 
hands, 

Because he knows men. Over men is all 
The Unseen world he seldom understands. 
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CONTEMPORARIES. 



III. 

The multitudes are frozen by his smile 
Of cold disdain: a great Soul who denies 

Nor stoops to levy one more tribute while 
He travels by the light of purer eyes. 
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CONTEMPORARIES. 



IV. 

Imperial and noble dreams may show 
In him a man who feels as all men feel. 

The rolling world may crush him ere we know 
His brain is being broken on the wheel. 
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CONTEMPORARIES. 



V. 



Among the toiling millions few descry 
Him slowly climbing, climbing where the eye 

May hardly follow him diminishing 
Obscurely ere he topples from the sky. 
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VI. 

The little children love so well 
To hear the tender, laughing voice; 

The stories Nature loves to tell 
When all the little leaves rejoice. 
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DBSBRTBD. 

And not a soul to tell 
Why thou art desolate. . . . — Keats. 

There was a famous city long ago 

With busy wharves and thoroughfores that noon 
By noon have disappeared, and there are no 

More human voices mingling with the croon 
Of moaning billows washing with a slow. 

Monotonous, strange, continual rune. 
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EXCURSIONS. 



TO REMORSE O THE RAIN. 

All day long a mass 

Of dull leaden nails pass 

Yonder clawing the glass 

Where a woman has grown 
Old with haggardness known 
To Remorse borne alone. 

O the white flame of pain 
Burning over her braini 
O the pitiless rain! 
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A WINTER DAY. 

Around the fire, we hear the driving rain 
With unconcern who are no lon/fer whirled 

In dreams of mad ambition and the vain, 
Deluding, brutal clamour of the world. 
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EXCURSIONS. 



A WINTER NIGHT. 

AH night amid the blinding snow 
The storm moans throngh the street. 

With yearning echoes from the slow, 
Sad tramp of weary feet. 
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MASTERS. 



SHAKKSPKARB. 

A Reading. 

It seems at times as if Shakespeare terrified 
Shakespeare . . . shuddering at his own depth. 

— Victor Hugo. 

As calm before a storm, all Nature smiled 
Unanimously; clouds arose — the whole 

Barth shook with thunder; God revealed the wild. 
Enormous tumult of his awful soul. 
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MASTERS. 



WALT WHITMAN. 

Whether I come to my own to-day ^ or in ten 

thousand or ten million years^ 
I can cheerfully take it now, or with equal 

cheerfulness I can wait. — Leaves of Grass. 

The mystery of Life was in his voice, 

As in the Souls of Men where he has sown 

A message of large love. We all rejoice 
Who watch him slowly coming to his own. 
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M A 8 T B R 8. 



DANTB ALIGHIBRI. 

So cold and proud he drew the mantling gloom 
Of flaming Hell around him. While he crost 

The bridging Heavens, Dante lockt the tomb 
Of buried Italy: — the key is lost. 
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MASTERS. 



OMAR KHAYYAM. 



A thousand years the legions of the rain 
May storm thy grave; a thousand years in vain 
The Voice of many a Rose will whisper low 
Among us who would welcome thee again. 
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M A S T B R S. 



EDWARD FITZGERALD. 

The budding Glory of a Persian bower 

Was wafted down the years from hour to hour, 

Unseen before our Omar came and brought 
With him the Beauty of the perfect flower. 
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M A S T B R S. 



KBATS. 

The nightingale shall sing to him no more; 

The morning lark in Paradise shall rave 
Deliriously nor warble as of yore, 

While Summer sits in mourning by his grave 
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EXCURSIONS. 



ANTITHESIS. 

A Discord still may magnify the spell 
Of Harmony as when the angels sang 
Songs turning added sweetness from the clang 

Of brutal thunder on the Gates of Hell. 
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BXCURSIONS. 



CALVARY. 

An Unseen Hand swept back the bloody skies before the 
host 

Of Paradise all drawing near to see 
A Soul, as white as pain, enduring all the uttermost 

Extremes of human agony. 
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EXCURSIONS. 



THE WARDEN OF HEAVEN. 

A jealous God visiting the iniquities 
of the fathers upon the children. 

The guilty parents of the word 
Divorcing earth and heaven, drove 

Themselves from Eden where the sword 
Of flaming vengeance wheels above. 



81 



EXCURSIONS. 



THE I.AMPS OF HEAVEN. 

The lamps, illumining the room 

Of our wide house, were burning while 

The Pyramids became the tomb 
Of Egypt dying on the Nile. 
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MASTBR CRBATIONS 



PROMBTHBUS. 

The while devouring vtdttlres claw his eyes, 
Enormously sublime Prometheus wars 

With his own Soul, and grapples with the skies 
Amid the flaming of a million stars. 
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MASTER CREATIONS. 



HAMLET. 

Prometheus, groaning on his bed of pain, 
May lift a mountain from his Soul and flee 

His prison. O this melancholy Dane 
Must lift his Soul before he can be free! 
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MASTER CREATIONS 



LEAR. 

The angels hear his more than hnman call 
Above the storm. Already from her home 

In Paradise Cordelia shews him all 

Her loveliness and motions him to come. 



MASTER CREATIONS. 



DON QUIXOTE. 

A world beholds him tilting in the field 

With phantom armies. Moons may wax and wane 
Above him as an image who wonld shield 

The ruins crumbling with the dreams of Spain. 
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MASTER CREATIONS. 



SHYLOCK. 

Ancestral millions craving vengeance pierce 
Deep in his Soul made human with a face 

Distorted with rebellion and the fierce 
Humiliation of the Jewish race. 
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MASTER CREATIONS. 



FALSTAFF. 

Convivial wayfarers love the noise 

When he comes shonting for admission. Barth 
Awakens when She hears his brawling voice 

Convulsing bully cronies with his mirth. 
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EXCURSIONS. 



ALIEN. 

I am not thinking solely of myself^ 
But of the groaning cataract of life. 

— John Davidson. 
So utterly an alien may tirel 

There seems to be so little mercy shown 
When comrades fail. One muses by the fire 
As in a world wayfaring and alone. 



EXCURSIONS. 



MATER DOI^ORUM. 

The little playmates wonder at the change 
In everything; the breathing soft and low; 

The peace; the folded hands; the slumber: strange 
That yesterday should seem so long ago. 
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THE FRONTIER. 

There is no death nor panse nor end 
On earthy nor does it seem so strange 

That never anything may wend 
Beyond the boundaries of change. 



95 



EXCURSIONS. 



GONE. 

The same Moon mounts the same blue skies 

Above the old familiar door 
Forever where Her wondrous eyes 

Will welcome us no more. 
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STAGEI.AND. 



I. 

The stage, whereon we all appear. 
Has many scenes to show, 

With here a smile and there a tear, 
As all the players know. 
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STAGBLAND. 



II. 



We play our roles; we praise or blame 

The strolling company 
All masquerading in the same 

Old human comedy. 
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STAGBI.AND. 



III. 

The Master Player seems to gauge 

Us solely by the way 
Our predecessors on the stage 

Did honor to the play. 
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STAGEHAND 



IV. 

A firmament of starry eyes 
Seems crowded in the hall, 

Endeavoring to realize 
The meaning of it all. 
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STAGELAND. 



V. 

While some, who have our confidence 

As critics, seem to know 
The members of the audience 

Were players long ago. 
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STAGBLAND. 



VI. 

The ghastly faces in the wings 
Were there when Adam sinned 

■ 

In Eden haunted by the things 
They whisper in the wind. 



'104 



EXCURSIONS. 



EXCURSIONS. 



DAY AND NIGHT. 



The tumult and the shouting and the cries 
Bewilder and entrance the listening blood. 

The dreaming world beneath the summer skies 
Has never seemed so wonderful and good. 
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EXCURSIONS. 



PATE. 

Dropped down the years, all for one presence I 
Must watch and wait: 

She may come late, 
May now be passing by : 

And this is Fate. 
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OPTIMISM. 

The sturdy little daffodil 
Endures and bears the rude 

Caress of Nature with a will 
On earth where all is good. 
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A THRUSH IN THE APRIL WOODS. 

Just a happy, happy voice: 
Just the angel of the rain 

Bidding all the world rejoice: 
Singer, sing that song again. 
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IDYLS. 



JOY. 

Once more blithe voices laugh and shout; 

Once more the woods are filled with Spring; 
Once more the waters wander out 

Among the hills and softly sing. 
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IDYLS. 



ARCADIA. 



A great wind whirls the earth and mad 
With passion bursts and fills 

The world with summer, making glad 
The shepherd on the hills. 
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IDYLS. 



SERENADE. 

The Moon puts on her silver veil 
And shawl of lace; her spheral lutes 

Are hushed once more: in many a dale 
The thrushes blow their woodland flutes. 



115 



IDYLS. 



MERRY-MAKING. 

All mantled warmly in her shawl 
Of green, the Forest heaves 

With laughter overhearing all 
The merry little leaves. 
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TWILIGHT. 

The Moon moves out above some dear, 
Strange spirit world where everything 

In dreamy languor seems to hear 
The woodland chorus twittering. 
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IDYLS. 



A FOREST PICTURE. 

Tne while the phantom army camps 
Around them, worn with toil 

The fairies trim their twinkling lamps 
Burning the midnight oil. 
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EXCURSIONS. 



JUNE. 

Once more the calm, warm, dreamy summer hours 
So soft and strange. Once more the waters call 

With yearning voices summoning the flowers 
So patient and so tolerant in all. 
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DBAD. 

Here in the sun warm winds and waving grass 
Are full of sighs and whispers. One by one 
With solemn faces men and women pass 

Here in the sun. 
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REQUIEM. 

A little while the wandering waters call 
With plaintive voices dying many a mile 

Along the valleys: just a little while 
Before us and we will not care at all. 
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INSOMNIA. 

Where flaming crimson poppies burned 
On Bden lawns my feet have trod 

In dreams as when the daisies turned 
A thousand haggard eyes to God. 
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VOICES. 



THE VOICE OP NATURE. 

Worn and weary with the noise 
In the sounding town, her wise 

Indistinguishable voice 

Mingles with a thousand cries. 
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VOICES. 



VAGABONDIA. 

All in town come and rejoice 
With a waif amid the throng, 

Just as happy as a voice 
Singing just a happy song. 
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VOICES. 



SUMMONS. 

One more summons from the sweet 
Meadows where the brook complains 

Over pebbles — and my feet 
Idle down the summer lanes. 
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VOICES. 



AFOOT. 

Voices call us down the land 
Over hill and dale and wood. 

In the primal silence and 
The consoling solitude. 



180 



VOICES. 



JOY. 

All day happy voices throng 
In my foolish heart and ring 

With a happy, happy song 
Bvery bird may wish to sing. 
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VAI.K. 

Autumn voices say the glad 
Days are over and we roam 

Just as mourners and the sad 
Little leaves are going home. 
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NATURE. 
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NATURE. 



INVOCATION. 

Once more imploring power, 

Before our dear 
Mother we kneel with our 

Eyes sane and clear. 
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NATURE. 



SPRING. 

We are all as a child 
Breathing perfume 

Down in a world of wild 
Orchards in bloom. 
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NATURE. 



SUMMER. 

Drawn from the wells of light, 

Waves of fire run 
In our veins with the white 

Urge of the sun. 
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NATURE. 



AUTUMN. 

Ashes, in crimson showers 
Blown from the hearth 

Over this house of ours, 
Mantle the earth. 
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NATURE. 



WINTER. 

Beneath the frosty sky, 
Frozen and nide 

Impulse and passion lie 
Dead in our blood. 
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NATURE. 



A WORD IN PASSING. 

All crumbliug back to dust. 

While it is day 
We who remember must 

Work while we may. 
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APOW)GIA. 

A fellow likes to stray 
Around the old world tolerably well, 

Where mortals dwell. 

There never was so very much to tell 

Them anyway, 
One muses when the day 
Is done and there is nothing more to say. 
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EXCURSIONS. 



EVENING. 

Once more across the plains the weary sun 

Is sloping yonder slowly towards the West. 
Once more the world has earned the right to rest, 

With weary labor jione. 
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EXCURSIONS. 



EXEUNT. 

The fire sinks low; the old Cathedral bell 

Afar oflf merrily begins to ring 
The New Year in with our warm, lingering 

Farewell. 
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